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hundred years and that should have, through-
out, the same English scene for its centre.
This was, I think (although Mr. Galsworthy
may correct me), before the later Forsytes^ were
thought of, or any suspicion of Sagas hung in the
literary air.

Thirdly, I hope that when any who are inter-
ested realise (possibly with dismay and indig-
nation) that there are to be, in all, four volumes
of Herries history, certain details and characters
will not seem so unnecessary, nor certain scenes
so diffuse.

I would like, very modestly, to defend the fact
that I write, and must write, from my own point
of view. I can see that the Herries family
offers, in its history, subject-matter for every
kind of historian. But my view of the Herries in
these volumes is frankly a romantic one.

Every historian, whether of a country or a
family, is compelled by his temperament to his
own individual vision. I can see that there is a
Herries history that is realistic, one that is comic,
one that is scientific. Any of these might be
more broadly convincing than my own, but I
must mix my own colours and stand by the result

As to diffuseness, compression in such a
scheme as this is not easy. I might have written
a novel, ^ a long one too, only about Jennifer.
Even with Judith I have been compelled to
squeeze ten years of her life into one chapter.
Those ten years could well be the subject of
another novel The Rockages at Grosset fasci-
nate me, but my theme compels me to keep them